UHAPTER 11L--Continned,

It way thin pride of Moy Jim’s which led
to an adventure which makes me shiver now
when 1 think of It

It happened In the August of *09, or It
may have been In the early days of Heptem-
ber, but 1 remember that we heard the
ouckoo In Patcham wood, and that J'm rni_"l
that porhaps It was the Jast of him. 1 was
still at school, but Jim had left. he being
nigh 16 and 1 13. It was my Saturday halfl
Yollday, and we spent It, as we cften did,
out upon the downs. Our favorite place was
beyond Wolstonbury, where we eould streteh
oursclves upon Lthe soft, springy chalk grass
among the plump little gouthdown sheep,
chiatting with the shepherda as they leaned
upon their queer old P'yecombe crooks, made
In the davs when Sussex turned out more
fron than nll the countries of England,

It was there that wa lny upon that glorious
mfternoon, If we chose to roll upon our right
side the whole weald would lay In front of
us, with the north downs ourving away in
ollve green folds, with here and there the
snow white rift of a chalk plt. If we turned
upan our left we overlooked the huge biue
stroteh of the ehannel. A convoy, as 1 can
well remember, was coming up It that day,
the timid flock of merchantmen In front, the
frigate, llke well-trnined dogs, upon the
pkirts, and two biurly drover line-of-hattle
ships rolling mlong behind them, My fancy
was moaring out to my father wupon the
waters, whan a word from Jim brought it
back onto the grass l'ke n broken-winged
gull.

“"Roddy,"” that

mid he, "have you heard

Clifre Royal is haumted?”

Had I heard it? Of course 1 had heard It
Who was thers In all the Down country who
had not heard of the Walker of Cliffe Royal?"

“Do you know the story of It, Roddy?"

“Why," sald I, with some pride, “I ought
to know It, secing that my mother’s brother,
Bir Charles Tregellls, was the nearest friend
of Lord Aven, and was down at this card
party whon the thing happened. 1 heard the
viear and my mother talking about it last
week, and It was all so clear to me that I
might have been there when the murder was
done."’

“It 1= a otirange story,” sald Jim, thought-
fully, “but when I asked my aunt about It
phe woull give me no answer, and, as to my
unele, he cut me short at the very mention
of 1L

“There is a good reason for that,” sald I,
“for Lord Avon was, as I have heard, your
uncle’s best fricond, and it Is but natural that
he would not wish to spealk of his disgrace.'

“Tell me the story, Roddy."

“It ie an old one now—fourteen years old—
and yet they have not got to thoe end of it
There were four of them who had come down
from London to spend a few days In Lord
Avon's old house, One was hig own young
brother, Captain Barrington. Another was
his cousin, Sir Lothimy Hume, Sir Charles
Tregellls, my uncle, was the third, and Lord
Avon the fourth. They were fond of playing
oards for money, these great people, and they
played and played for two days and a night.
Lord Avon lost and Sir Lothlan loat, and my
uncle lost, and Captain Ba ington won uvatll
he could win no more. He won their money,
but above all he won the papers from his
elder brother, which meant a great deal to
him. It was late on a Monday nlght that
they stopped playing. On the Tuesday morn-
ing Captaln Barrington was found dead be-
slde hle bed with his throat cut,”

““And Lord Avon did jt?"

""His papers were found burned in the
grate. His wristband wasg ¢lutched In the
dead man's hand, and his knife lay beslde
the body."

“Did they hang him then?"

“They were too slow In laylng hands upon
him. They waited until he saw that they had
brought It home to him, and then he fled,
He has never been seen eince, but It 1s sald
that he reached America."

“And the ghost walks?"

““There are a hundred who have geen (t."

“Why Is the house still empty?”

“Becausp it s In the keeping of the law.
Lord Avon had no children, and Sir Lothian
Hume, the same who was at the card party,
i his nephew and heir. But he can touch
nothing until he can prove Lord Avon to be
dend.”

Jim lay silent for a bit, plucking at the
ahort grass with his fingers,

“"Roddy," sald he at last, "will you come
with me tonlght and look for the ghosts?"

It took me aback, the very thought of It,

"My mother would not let me.”

*8lip out when she's abed, 1'll walt for
you at the smithy.”

“Cliffe Royal is locked,”

“I'll open a window easy enough.'

“I'm afrald, Jim."

“‘But you are not afrald If you are with me,
Roddy. I'll promise you that no ghost &hall
hurt you."

Bo 1 gave him my word that I would come,
and then all the rest of th# day I went about,
the most sad-faced lad in Bussex. It was all
very well for Boy Jim! It was that pride of
his which was taking him there, He would go
because there was no one else on the coun-
try-side that would dare. But I had no
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prida of that sort. 1 was quite of the same
way of thinking as the others, and would
as soon have thought of passing my might
at Jacob's glbbet on Ditehling common as in
the baunted houss of Clife Royal, Still, I
ecould not bring wmyself o desert Jim, and
B0, as 1 pay, | glunk about the house with
#0 pale and peaky & face that my dear
goother would have it that I had been al
thoe green apples and seot me (o bed early
with a dish of chumomile tea for Yy supper.
England went to rest betimes in those days,
for there were few who could afford the price
of candles. When | looked out of my window
Jusy after the clock had gone 10, there was
not a light lu the village, save unly at the
Ion. It was but a few fest from the ground,
80 I slipped out, and there was Jin walting
for me at smithy corner. We ercssed the
Bt John's common together, and so past
Ridden's farm, meeting only one or two rid-
ln; officers upon the way. There was a
brisk wiod blowing, and the moon kept
pecping through the rifta of the sewd, 50 that
our rond was sometimes wilver-clear and
pometimes so black that we found ourselves
Bmong the brambles and gooscbushes whieh
lined It. We came at last to the wooden
te with the high stone pillars by the road-
king through between the ralis,

—_
—— e - — g ————

we saw the long avenue of oaks, and at the
end of this (Il-boding tunnel the pale face of
the house glimmering In the moonshine

That would have been envugh for  me,
that one glimpse of It, and the sound of the
night wind sighing and groaning among the
bronehes, But Jim swung the gate open, and
up we went, the gravel squeaking beneath
our tread, It towered high, the old house,
with many little windoxs In which the moon
glinted, and with a strip of water running
round three sides of It The arched door
etood right In the face of ue, and on one
side a lattice hung open upon Ite Winge.

“We'ra In Juek, Roddy." whispered
“Here's one of the windows open.”

“Don't you think we've gone far enough
Jim?" emid I, with my teeth chattering.

“I'I Hfe you In fArst.'”

“No, no: I'll not go first."

“Then 1 wiIL" He gripped the siil and had
hin knees on It In an Instant. “Now, Roddy,
glve me your bande.' With a pull he had
me up beeide him, and a moment later we
were both In the haunted house,

How hollow It sounded when we Jumped
down onwo the wooden finor! There was such
A =udden boom and reverberation that we
both stood asllent for a moment, Then Jim
burst out laughing.

“What an old drum of a place it Is!" he
orfed.  ““We'll strike a light, Roddy, and see
where we arpe.”

He had brought a candle and a tinder box

Jim.
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turnlp facen Why, Jim, what [
afrald oy’

"I'm a0t afFR1A, unele. T T never wan afrald,
But spirits are new 6 me, and

“apirite

"I'so beon In Cliffe Royal, and we've reen
the ghomt."

The champion gave n whistle,

Are you

“That's the game, I 1t mld he. Dia
you have speech with jt?”

IL vatiimahed fArst”

The champlon whistled onee more. “'I've

heard there Is somothing of the sort up yon-
der,”” sald e, “but it's not a thing as 1 would
advise yvou to meddle with. There's enough
trouble with the folk of this world, Boy Jim,
without golng out of your way to mix dp with
thowe of another A®2 to young Master Rod-
noy Stone, If hi» good mother saw that white
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| Rodney,

' up at the smithy

face of his she'd never let him come to the
wmithy more.  Walk slowly on, and I'll see
you back to Friar's Oak.'

We had gone half a mile, perhaps, when
the cehamplon overtook us, and [ could not
but obeerve that the bundle waes no longer
under his Arm. We were nearly at the
smithy hefore Jim askéd the question which
was already In my mindg,

“What took you up to Cliffe Royal, uncle "

YWell, e n man gete on In yoarn," sald the
champlon, “"There's many a duly turns up that
the lkes of you have no Ideoa of When
you're near 40 yourself you'll maybe know
the iruth of what 1 may.'

So that was all that we could draw from
him, but young As I was I had heard of
coast smuggling and of packiges oarried

to lonely places at night, so that from that
time on If I had heard that the preventives
had made a capture | wag never easy unitil
I saw the Jolly face of Champlon Harrison
looking out of his smithy door,

CHAPTER IIL

THE PLAY ACTRESS OF ANSTEY CROSS8.

1 have told you romething about Friar's
Oak and about the life which we led there.
Now that my memory gots back to the old
place it wonld gladly linger, for évery thread
which I draw from the skeln of the past
brings out half a dozen othors that were en-
tangled with it. I was in two minf& when

in his pocket. When the flame burned up we

1 began whether 1 had enough in me te make

“I HOPE—I HOPE YOU'RE WELL."

saw an arched stone roof above our heads and
broad deal shelves all round us, covered with
dusty dishes. It was the panlry,

“I'll show you round,'”” sald Jim, merrily,
and pushing the door open, he led the way
Into the hall. I remembered the high oak-
paneled walls with the heads of deer jutting
out and a single white bust which sent my
heart Into my mouth, in the corner. Many
rooms opened out of this, and we wandered
from one to the other, the kitchens, the still
room, the morning room, the dining room,
all filled with the same choking smell of dust
and of mildew.

“This |s where they played the cards,
Jim,” =ald 1 In a hushed voice. "It was on
that very table,”

"“Why, here are the cards themselyes,'
cried he, and he pulled a brown towel from
something in the center of the sldeboard.
Sure enough it was a plle of playing cards—
forty packs, I should think, at the least—
which had laln there ever since that magic
game which was played before I was born.
Jl“l wonder where that stalr leads,” sald

m.

“Don't go up there, Jim!" I eried,
clutohing at his arm. *That must lead to
the room of the murder.”

“How do you know that?"

“The wicar sald that they saw on the
celling—0h, Jim, you can see It even now!"

He held up hig candle, and there was a
great dark smudge upon the white plaster
above us.

I belleve you are right,” sald he, "but,
anyhow, I'm golng up to have a look at it."

“Don't Jim, don't!" 1 eried.

“Tut, Roddy, you can etay here If you are
afrald. I won't be more than a minute,
There's no uge golng on a ghost hunt unless
—my God, there's something coming down
the stalrs!"

I heard it, too, a shufing footstep in the
room above, and then a creak from the sleps,
and then another creak, and another. 1
saw Jim'# face as If it had been ecarved out
of Ivory, with his parted lips and hia staring
eyes fixed upon the black square of the
stalr opening. He still held the light, but
his fAngers twitched, and with every
twitch the shadows sprang from the walls
to the celling. As to myself, my knees
gave way under me, and I found myself
on the floor crouching down behind Jim
with a scream frozen in my throat, And
stlll the eteps came slowly from stalr to stalr,

Then, hardly daring to look and yet un-
able to turn away my cyes, I saw a figure
dimly outlined in the corner upon which the
stair opened. There was a sllence in which
7 could hear my poor heart thumpiog, and
then when 1 looked agaln the flgure was
gone, amnd the low creak, creak was heard
once more upon the stalrs, Jim wsprang
after it, and I was left half fainting in the
moonlight.,

But It was not for long. He was down
agaln In a minute, and, passing his hand un-
der my arm, he half led and hall carried me
out of the house, It was not until we were
In the fresh night alr again that he opened
hie mouth,

“Can you etand, Roddy?"

“Yen, but I'm shaking.'

“So am I, sald he, passinpg his hand
over hls forehead, "I ask your pardon,

Roddy. 1 was a fool to bring you on such
an errand, But | never belleved ip such
things, 1 know belter now."”

“Could it have been a man, Jim?" I asked,
plucking up my courage, now that I could
hear the doge barkipg on the farms.

“It was a spirit, Roddy."

“How do you know?"

“Becauge I followed it and saw It vanish
into & wall av easily as an eel inlo sand.
Why, Roddy, what's amiss now "

My fears wereé all back upon me, and
overy nerve creeplng with horror, “Take
me away, Jim! Tako me away!"” 1 cried,

1 was glaring down the avenue, and his
oyes followed mine. Amid the gloom of
the oak trees something was coming toward
us,

“Quiet, Roddy!" whispered Jim. "By
heaven, come what may, my arms arée going
round it this time."’

We crouched as motionless ag the trunks
behind us, Heavy steps ploughed thelr way
through the soft gravel, and a broad fgure
locmed upon us o the darknese, Jim sprang
upon It like a tiger, “You're not a spirit,
any way,” he cried.

The mao gnve a shout of surprise, and
then a growl of rage. “What the deuce—!"
he roared and then, “I'll break your neck if
you don’t let go."

The threat might not have loosensd Jim's
grip, but the voice did. "Why, uncle!" he
oried,

“Well, I'm blest if §t Isn't Boy Jim! And
what's this? Why, I's young Master Rod-
ney Btone, as 1'm a Uving sinner! What o
the world are you two dolng up at Qliffe
Royal at this time of uightt

Wo had all moved out Into the moonlight,
and there was Champlon Harrisen with o
big bupdle on his arm, and such a look of
amuagement upon hie face as would bave
brought & smile back onto mine had my
heart not _still been cramped with fear,

“Wa're exploring,” said Jim.

“Exploring, are you? Well, I don't think
You wera wmeant to be Captala Cooks, elther

of you, for | wever saw wuch & palr of peeled-

a book, and now I know that I could write
one about Friar's Oak alone, and the folk
whom 1 knew in my childhood. They were
hard and uncouth, some of them, I doubt
not, and yet, seen through the golden haze
of time, they all seem sweet and lovable.
There was our good viear, Mr, Jefferson, who
loved the whole world, save only Mr. Slack,
the Bapiigt minlster of Clayton, and there
wan kindly Mr. Slack, who was all men's
brother, save only of Mr. Jefferson, the vicar
nf Friar's Oak. Then there was Monsicur
Rudin, the French royalist refugee, who livel
over on the Pargdean road, and who, when
the news of a victory came In, wag con-
vulsed with joy because wé had beaten Bona-,
parte, and shaken with rage because wea had
beaten the French, so that after the Nile he
wept for a whole day out of delight, and then
for another one out of fury, alternately clap-
ping his hands and stamplng his fest. Well
I remember his thin, upright figure and the
way in which he jauntily twirled his Jittle
cane, for cold and hunger cordd not cast
him down, though we knew tha{ he had his
share of both. Yet he was so proud and had
Euch a grand manner of talking that no one
dared to offer him a cloak or & meal, 1 can
see his face now, with a flush over each
craggy cheek bone, when the butcher made
him the present of some ribs of beel. He
could not take it, and yet while he wae
stulking off he threw a proud glance over
his shoulder at the butcher, and he =aid:
“Monsieur, I have n dog!" Yet it was Mon-
sleur Rudin, and not his dog, who looked
plumper for a week to come,

Then I remember Mr. Paterson, the farmer,
who was what you would now call a radieal,
though at that time some called him a
Priestly-lte, and gome a Fox-lte, and nearly
everybody a traltor. It certalnly seemed to
me at the time to he very wicked that a
man should look glum when he heard of u
British victory, and when they burned his
Straw Image at the gate of his farm, Boy
Jim and I were among those who lent a
hand. But we were bound to confess that
he had game, though he might be a traltor.
for down he came striding Into the midst of
us, with his brown coat and his buckled
shces, and the fire beating upon his grim
scheolmaster face. My word, how he rated
us, and how glnd we were at last to sneak
quletly away! “You livers of a lie,"" snld
he. “You and those llke you have been
precching pence for nlgh 2,000 years, and

cutting throats the whole time! If the
money that Is lost In taking French lives
were spent in saving BEoglish ones, you

would have more right to burn candles in
your windows. Who are you that dare to
come here to Ipsuit a law-sbiding men?"
‘“We are the people of England, oried young
Master Ovington, the son of the tory squire,
“You—you horse-racing, cock-fighting ne'er-
do-well, do you presume to talk for the peo-
ple of England? They are a deep, strong,
silent stream, and' you are the scitm, the
bubbles, the poor silly froth that fuats upon
the surface.” We thonght him very wicked
then, but, Jooking back, I am not sure that
we were not very wicked ourselves,

And then there were the smugglérs! The
downs swarmed with them, for since there
might be no lawful trade betwixt France und
England it had all to run in that channel, |
have been up on St. John's common upon a
dark night, and, lying among the bracken, [
have secn as many as seventy mules and a
man at the head of each go flitting past me
as silently as fish in a stream, Not one of
them but bore its two ankers of the rigit
French cognae, or its bale of sflk of Lyons
and lace of Valenclénnes, I knew Dan
Scales, the head of them, aud | kdew Tum
Hislop, the riding officer, ang 1 rémember
the night they met, “Do you fight, Dan?™
asked Tom. “Yes, Tom, thou must fight
for it." On which Tom drew his pistol and
bléw Dan's brains out. *Jt Wi & sad thing
to do,' he =aid afterward, “but I knew Dan
Wis too good a man for me, for we tried
it out before.” It was Tom who pald a poet
from Brighton to write the lines for the
tombstone, which we all thought were yery
l:ueMou good, begiuning:

as! Swift new the f ;
Which pierced the 'ollllﬂl."ur:u:l;?;!heud‘
He instant fell, resigned his breath,
TAml closed his languid eyes in death,
here was no more of it, and I dare my it
Is all still to be read In FPate } ,- -
- atcham chureh

Ong day about the time of our Clifre Royal
adventure, I was seated In the oottage look-
ing around at the curios which my father
had fastened onto the walls, and wishing,
like the lazy lad that I was, that Mr, Lilly
had died before ever he wrote hls Latin
BTAMmAr, when my mother, who was sitting
knltting in the window, gave a lttle cry of
BUFDT §e.

"Good graclous!" she
vulgar looking womant"

It was so rare to bear my molher say a
hard word agalust anybody (unless it were
General Bonaparte) that' I was across the
room end at the window In & jump. A pony
chaise was coming slowly down the village
Etreet, and In It was the queerest looking
person that T bhad ever seen. She was very
Stout, with a face that was so dark & red
that It ahaded away into purple over the
nose and cheeks. She wore a Ereat hat,
with & white curling ostrich feather, and
from under its hl’l;j her two bold black eyes

eried. “What a

stared out with » look of anger aod defiance
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to tell the Tolk that ehe
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wanderad from elde to side of the road as the |

fancy took him. Eaeh time the pony swayed
her head the great DAl =waved ']..._' "o
that somet mes we saw the vrown of It and
sometimen the hrim. '

“What a dreadfol slght!" ¥ied my mother

"What te amiss with ker, mother

“"Heaven forgive me ' T misjodge her,
but 1 think tAR! the unfortunate
woman has been dArinRIng.'"

“Why,! T erted, “sle Has hulled the chaise
I'll And vut all the news

for you,” and catehing wp Wy cap, away 1
peampersd,
Champlon Hartison had been shoelng &

Horee at the forge door, aod, when 1 got Into
the =treet 1 could see him with the creature’s

! hoof #till under his arm’ and the rasp In hin
| hand,

knealing down amid the white parogs
The woman was beckoning him from the
thilse, and he staring at her with the queer-
et expresiion upon his face. Presently he
threw down his rasp And wient across (0 her,
etanding by the wheel and shaking his head
as he talked to her. For my part 1 slipped
Into the smithy where Boy Jim was foishing
the shoe, and I watched the neatness of his
work and the deft way In which he turned
up the enulkens. When he had done with it
he carried it ont and there was the strange
woman still talking with his uncle,

“le that he?" I heard her ask.

Champlon Harrison nodded.

Ehe looked at Jim, amd | never saw such
eyes 1 & human head, po large and black and
wonderful. Boy as 1 was 1 knew that In
epite of that bloated face this woman had
once been very beautiful. She put oul a
hand, with all the Angers geing, a= If she
were piaying on the harpsichord, and she
touehed Jim on the shoulder.

“I hope—I hope you're well,' ghe satam-
mered.

“*Very well, mam,
her to his uncle,

“And happy, too?'

"Yes, mam, 1 thank you."

“Nothing that you crave for?"

“Why. no, mam; I have all that 1 lack."

“That will dp, Jim,"” sald bhis uncle I a
stern volee. "Blow up the forge agaln, for
that shoe wants reheating."

But It geemed as If the woman had some-
thing el=e that she would sy, for she was
angry that he should be gent away. Her eves
gleamed and her head tossed, while the
smith, with his two blg banda oulspread.
gsomed to be soothing her as best he could,
For a long time they swhispered untll at last
she seemed to be eatiefied.

“Temorrow, then?” she cried loud ont,

“Tomorrow,” he answared,

“You kecp your word, and T'H keep mine,"
eald ehe, and dropped the lash on the pony's
bick. Thoe smith stood with the rasp in hls
hand, locking after her until she was Just
a little red spot on the white road. Then he
turned, and I never saw hils facse 80 grave.

“Jim," eald he, “that's Miss Hintan, who
has come to live at the Maples out Anstey
Cross way. She's taken kind of a faney to
vou, Jim, and maylbe she can help you on a
bit. I promised her that you would go over
and eee hor tomorrow,”

“I don't want her help, uncle, and T don't
wiant to see her.”

“But I've promised, Jim, and you wouldn't
make mo out a liar, She does but want to
talk with you, for It Is a lonely life she
leads.""

“What would she want to talk with sucn
as me about?" g

“Why, I cannot say that, but she seemed
very set upon It, anil woimen have their
fancles. There's young Misler Stone here,
who wouldn't refuse to g0 and ses a good
lady, I'll warrant, If he thought he might
better his foriune by dolng =o'

“Well, uncle, T go if Roddy Stone will
go with me,' sid Jim,

“Of course, be'll o Won't you, Master
Rodney ?'"

So fo ended In my saying yes, and back 1
wond witiball my news Lo, my mother, who
dearly loved a little bit of gossip. She shook

mid Jim, staring from

her head when ehe hedindsWhere 1 was going,
but she did not shy.pay. mnd so it was
settled. y

f

It was a good four- Wiles of walk, but
when mve tTeached iti¥su wouid not wish
to gee g more cogy lllde house, all honey-
auckle and creepers, \‘\‘"h a  wooden porch
and lattlcs windows, . JA”  common-lgoking
woman opencd the doors Tpr ua,

“Miss Hinton cannot, se@*you," said she,

“But ghe avked us to come,” said Jim,

“I can’t help that,"” crigd the woman In a
rude volee. 1 tell syou that she can't see
you."

We stood frresolute’ for & minute,

“Maybe you would just tell her I am here,”
rald Jim at last,

*Tel] her!
couldn't o much as hear a pistol in  her
eare? Try and tell her yourself, if you have
a mind to." 8he threw open a door as Ehe
spoke and there, in a reclining chair at the
further end of the room, we caught a
glimpoe of afigure, all lumped together, huge
and shapeless, with tails of black halr hang-
ing down, The sound of dreadful, swine-llke
brething fell upin cur esrs, It was but a
glance, and then we were off hotfoot for
home. As for me, I wa= so young that I

j was not sure whether this was funny or ter

rible, but whan I leoked at Jim to see how
he tpok it he wae looking quite white and ill
“You'll not tell any one, Roddy,'” =ald he.
“Not unless IU'a my mother."
1 won't €éven tell my uncle. 1'1l say she
was ill, the poor lady. It's enough that we
should have eeen her 1 her shame, without

it's being the gossip of the village. It makes
me feel slck and heavy at heart.”

“She was so yesterday, Jim."

“Was she? 1 npever marked {t. But 1

know that she has kind eyves and a good heart,
for 1 gaw the one In the other when she
looked at me. Maybe it's the want of a
frignd that has driven her to this."

I+ blighted his spirits for days, and when
it had all gone from my mind it was brought
back to me by his mnoner. But it was not
to be our last memory of the lady with the
searlet pelisae, for before the week was out
Jim came round to ask nfe if T would again

go up with him.
“My uncle has had a letter,'” eald he.
“"She would speak with me, and? T would

be easier If you came with me, Hod."

For me it was oply a pleasure cuting, but
1 could see, as we drew near the house, that
Jim was troubling in his mind lest we should
find that things were amies, His fears
were &oon eet st rest, however, for we had
had scarce clicked the garden gate before the
woman was out of the door of the collage
and running down the path to meet us. She
wiy 80 strange a figure, with some sory of
purple wrapper on, and her blg Hushed face
smiling out of it, that I might, if T had been
alone, have taken to my heels at the sight
of her, Even Jim stopped for a moment
as If he were nol very sure of himsell, but
heér hearty ways soon sel us at our ease.

“It %, indeed, good of you to come and
gee an old lonely woman,” eald she, “and I
owe vou an apology that 1 =hould give you
a fruitless journey on Tuoesday, but In a
sense you were yourselves the cause of ‘f,
lpee the thought of your coming had ex-
clied me, and any excitément throws me
into a nervous fover, MY poor nérves! You
can see yourselves how ‘they serve me."

She heid out her twitehing hands as she

gpoke. Then she passdd aite of them through
Jim's arm, and walked 'with him up the
path, uilivl

“You must let me ‘lenow you, and know
you well," sald she, *“*¥dur uncle and aunt
are quite old acquaintances of mine, and,
though you cannot remember me, 1 have held
you In my arms when you were an lnfant
Tell me, lttle man,'"” she added, turning to
me, “what do yuid call your friend?”

“Boy Jim, ma'am,” said’ 1.

“Then If you will not tl;h-k me forward 1
will call you Boy Jim Rlkd.’ We elderly peo-
ple bave our privileges| you know. And now

How am I to tell her when she,

you will come 6 with me and we will take a
dish of tea tametler.'

She Jod the way to a cowy room, the same
which we hnd cavght a glimpese of when frst
we came, and’ there in the middle wan A
table with white napety and shining glase
and gleaming china, and red.chesked apples
piled up on a center dikh, and & great plates
fal of amoking muMos which the crose-faced
mald had Just earrled in You oan think we
did Justiea to all the good things, and Miss
Hinton would ever keep pressing us to pass
our cup and il our plate. Twice dur na
our med! she rose from hér chalr and with-
drew Into a cupboard at the end of the room,
and each time I saw Jim's face clowd, for
we heard a gentie click of glass
gines

“Come, now, little man,
when the table had been
are you looking round ao much

“Pecante there are so many pretty things
npon the walls

vAnd which do you think the prettiest cf
thein '

YWhy, that!” sald 1, pointing to a pleture
which hong opposite to me. It was a tall
und elender gir), with the rosfest cheeks and
the tenderest oyes—so daintily dressed, too
that T had never seen anything more perfect
2he had a pesy of flowers In her hand, and
another one was Iylng upon the planks of
wood upon which she was slanding

“Oh, that's the prettiest, s 1?7 sald shy
lavghing, *“Well, now, walk up to It and let
us hear what Is writ beneath 11"

I dM as she aeked and read out:
Polly Hinton an Pegey In the ‘Country Wife,
played for her benefil at the Haymarket Lhe-
ater Sepiember 14, 17801

“It'a a play actross,” sald I

“Oh, youyrude little boy, 10 say it In such
a tone,” sha sald, “As 4f a play actress
wagn't ae ‘good bs an¥ one else. Why, “twas
but the other day that the duke of Clarence,
who may come to call Mmeel! king of Eng-
land, married Mrs, Jordan, who wa:| herself
only a play actress, And whom do you think
thiz one 187! 8he stosd under, the ploture
with her arms folded ncross her groat bml_r
and her! big black yyes looking from one
La the other of ua. 0 ‘

“Why, where are your eyes?' she coried at
last. I waal Miss Polly Hinton[of the Hay-
murkey theater, And perhaps you npever
heard the name before.””

We were compelled to confess that we
never had,  And thel very jname of play
actters had Milgd us both with a Kind of
vague horror like the country-bred folk that
we were, Tov us they were o class apart, to
be hinted at rather than named, with the
wrath of the Almighty hanging over them
like a thunder cloud. Indeed, His judgments
geemoed to be in visible operation before us
when we looked upon what this woman was
and what she had been

Well," sald she, laughing llke one who
i hurt. “You have no cause to #ay Aany-
thirg, for I read on your faces what you have
been taught to think of me. So thiz Is the
upbiringing vou have had. Jim, to think evil
of that which vouy do not understand. I
wigh vou had been in the theater that vary
night with Prince Florizel and four dukes in
the boxes, and sll the wits and maccaranis
of London rising at me in the pit, 1f Lord
Avon had not given me a geat in his carringe
1 had never got the flowers back to my lodg-
ings in York etrest, Westmltigter. And now
twe little country lads are sitting In judg-
ment upon me.'”

(To Be Continued.)

FIRST LEARN TO RIDI.

to me
“Why

sald aha
cleared,

“"Miss

Chleago. Chronicle.
in the spring a liveller interest
Every politlclan feels,
In the spring the young man's fancy
Light'y turns to thoughts of wheels,
Rubber tires become hls hobby
And he longs for checkered hoge,
Which, with knickerbockers nobby,
All hig charms of form disclose,

Over maps of country highways
Long he burns the midnight oll}
Anxiously the heavens scanning
Lest a €torm the road might spolt.
Wheels of varlous grades and prices
He examines with much care
Learns of all the new devices
For a bleycle's repair,

Then fome moarning bright and early
Hies him to the boulevard,
Clean and smooth and gulte inviting,
Also very, very hard,
With hig wheel go new ani shining
He essays to take a whirl,
Knowledgous and wige, repining
That te did pot bring hig girl,

But with his first move unsteady
This young man of gréeat renown
Pinds himeelf not yvet qulte ready
And the evele throws him down.
Brulsed and dazed, he finds a pedal
Firmly jabbed Into his side
And remembers, of n sudden,
Ho forgot to learn to ride.
el ol
Crok's Extra Dry Imperial Champagne 'has
a dellcions aroma of the grapea. Its purity
is undoubted.
- ——

RELIGIOUS,

Ex-Governor McKinley will dellver an ad-
dress at the quadrennial general conference
of the Methodist church, which will be held
in Cleveland In May. e

A bronze tablet Is to be piaced in the Park
Street church, Doston, bearing the names of
Rev. Dr. 8, F. Smith and Lowell Mason., The
latter wae one of the founders of the Handel
and Haydn soclety of Boston.

The Hebrews of both Boston and Phila-
delphin make serious chargee of proselyting
agalnst the Christians of these clties, and
are very much distressod over what they
conslder Improper methods of carrylng on
their religious work.

The golden jubliee of Archbishop Willlam
Henry Elder of Cinchnnatl will be celebrated
in June. The exact date fs the 10th, but
the jubllee will continue all of that week.
It is axpected that many of the high priests
and dignitaries of the Catholic church in the
United: States will be present,

Thera are more Latter-Day Salnte in this
country, outside of Utah, than many people
suppose. There are mo leas than elghteen
organizations in New York state, fourteen in
Pernsylvania, elghteen In Ohlo, elght In
Massachusetin, forty-two In Missourl and
twelve In Texas,

The Interesting fact Is stated that the
Soclety for the Propagation of the Gospel in
Forelgn Parts, which was establighed as a
gociety for extending the Church ol England
In the colonies of the United Kingdom, has
flourished more sinee than before the with-
drowal of the patronage of the state, which
yerrs ago it enjoyed, The total income for
1896 was §691,290,

Bishop Hendrix of the Methodist church,
mouth, who recently returned from a tour of
Inspection of the miselon fieide of his church
In Corea, Japan and China, brings thig mes-
sage from LI Hung Chang to the American
churches: *Say to the American people for
me to sgend over more men for the schools
and hospitals, and I hope to be ln a position
both to aild snd protect them."

Prof. Max Muller in one of his lectures re-
contly called attention to the largest book
in the world, the wonderful “Kutho Daw."
It conalste of 726 parts in the shape of white
marble plates, covered with [nscriptions,
each plate built over with a temple of brick.
It ls found near the old priest city of Manda-
lay, In Burmah, and this temple cliy of more
than 700 pagodas virtually makes up this
monster book, the religlous codex of the Bud-
dhiste.” It I8 written In Pall, and was
erccted In this century by command of King
Mindomin of Burmah,

The members of the Beeond street Metimd-
fwt church of New York Clty were treated
toa mild and pleéasing sensation last Sunday
morning. It baw just pald off Ite debt of
§6,000, for which a mortgage existed, To
celebrate the event the pastor prepared the
speclacle of burning the mortgige. With
# sllver plate in hig hand he wtepped out
Into the gaze of the congregation, placed the
document In It and touched & mateh 1o the
paper. The fire blazed up In the sight of
all, and then the congregation, led by the
cholr, sang the Doxology.
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Ground THICK for your advanfage, o%

AMMAR

In TWO gallons of Mixed Palut, there ls one gallon of 01 asd 6ne pallon of Palol Pigmest. Why
bay this gallon of OI1, IN CANS, o MIXED PAINT FRICES, when you can buy Fure Lbnseed 01l from
Uhe dealer al loss than oue-ball the cost? A gallon of Pure 0il sod & gallon of beat Pulat Plgment
(Hammar Paist), maks two gallons of Pure Falot, guaraateed satisfactory for § yoars, for. ...
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E RESIONSLULE DEALER IN EVEEY TUWN,
Bpecipl Inducetients la local Nowapaper Advertising, Ds

WE WILL BEFUND MONEY I¥F NO
hnrln. Bie,, to‘lluhu. *

agatnst |

TOLD OUrF oF cotnm ’

“That a bad I8 not ordinatily h dangerous |
mrament I8 of no moment n this
case,” sald the court, In holding that

the seller of a folding bed fateely ropresentod
te be mifo In llable 10 any person who may
ba injJured while asing 1t In this caxe it
was warranted to stand upright agalnst the
wall during e daytime'" and t'ds, it ap
poars 1t wonld do Hut the troubles aroee
over A& furthor warranty that st night when
tha front part wae lowered “‘the legs of the
mime woul® automnatically descend and se-
curely loek themselves ™ The complsint of
an injured lady alleged “that belng about to
retire for the night, and the logs thereol he-
Ing apparently secure, she, In the courss of
hor preparations for retiring, leansd with
her left arm upon the side of the bed, and
while sho was in thin attitude the hoavy
framework of the bed fell forward and
downward fpon the horlrzontal part and wpon
the plaintiff, breaking her arm and other-
wine Injuring her to her damage.”
quently the poller of thin trap was hield lia
blo tn be muleted In damages becauss of 1ix
viclouw propensitios,

Conse

A quotation from “The Came of Heresy,"
T Coks, I8, mave: “"The nrchbishop and |
other bishope, and other the clergy, at »
general synod or convoeation, might convict
an heretie by the common law, Nut for
this, that It was troublesome to call & aon-
vocation of the whole provinee. It was or-
dained by the wiatute of B Hen. IV., chap
15, thal every bishop In Ma diocese might
convict heretles. And if the sherif wae
present he might dellver the party cenviet
0 be burnt without any writ de hacrotico
comburendo; bul It the sheriff be absent, or
If he be to be hurnt th another eounty, then
thers ought to be a writ de haeretico com-

burendo.” Thin revered common law au-
thority ghould not be disregarded, Nothing
less than the formallty of a writ e

haeretico comburendo will satinfy a heretle
when he e to be taken to another county
to ba burned, .

In a life insurance case n federal Judge re-
cently charged the jury as follows:

“Now, gentlemen of the jury, I try to close
my evens, as well as 1 ean, to the fact that a
woman and child have any interest whatever
In the yvesult of a controversy when It is
brought fnto court. I cannot always do It. 1
don’t supposs you can, It Is not expected.
It a man cra do that, he is no better than a
brute. He Is as bad as the heathen Is sup-
poasd to be, and worge than the horsethiel iy
thought to be, If he cloge his oyes to that
fact, lose all eense of decency and self-
reapect, he would not be it for a juror, Dut,
#0 far am it is poesible for you to do that, you
do po, and declde the case precisely as you
would If it was betweon man and man, or be-
tween a woman and a woman.” And yet the
Ingnrance company took an exception to the

MUNY

GRAND WORK
FOR NUMANITY

More People Cured By Manyon's Reme.
les Daring the Past Wesk Thin by
(he Whols Medical Profession
In Six Months

Popniar With the People NMecnnse
They Furnish n Remedy for Ryery
Nisenne, Care Promptly and Permna-
nently and Are Only 25 Centa n Not-
the,

do A Bishop, dealer In paints, varnishos,
ete, 208 N Maln street, Wichita, Kan, says:
“1 have becen n grest sufforer from rhouma-
tismn for over two yeare,  One bottie of Mun-
yon's Rheumatism Cure bat entirely relisved
me from all paina and soreness, and 1 be-

lieve has ontirely cured me. The resulls
have been wonderful”

E. Oliver Strumm of 2207 Gamble str by
St Louls, Mo., mays “1 bad kidney dls-
case for shout seven years and It has rée
dueed me In Mesh very muoch, My urine

waa heavy and cloudy and left a thick sedl-
ment, I tried many Jdifferent kinds of
Medicine without gaining any rellef. M-
nally 1 began using Munyon's Kidney Cure,
and it completely cured me In a vory ahort
time.""

Munyon's Rheumatism Cure seldom Calle
to relleve In one to three hours, and curem
In a fow dayvs. Price 2bc,

Munyoen's Dysgpepeia Cure positively cures
all forms of Indigestion and etomach trouble.
Price, 26e,

Munyon's Cold Cure prevents preumonla
fnu'l breake up a cold in a tew bours, Price,
a0y

Munyon's Cough Cure stops coughs, night

sweats, alluye soreness and spedly hoalsl
the lungse.,  Price, 2hc.
Munyon's Kidney Cure specdlly curee

paine In the back, loins and grolns and
forms of Kidney diseace, Price, 26¢.

Munyon's Headache Cure gtops headache In
three minutes, Price, 2he.

Munyon's T'lle Olntment positively cures
all forms of plles, Price, 2bo,

Munyon's Blood Cure eradicates all Impuar
Ities of the blood, Price, 25c.

Munyon's Female Remedies are a boon to
all women,

Munvon's Asthma Cure with Herbs, $1.00.

Munyvon's Catarrh Remedies never fall.
The Catarrh Cure—price 25c—eradicates the

all!

) {:8
harge digease from the system, and the Catarrh
els—price 2ic—cleanse and heal the
The Century, Standard, Infernational and E?:;L $8=-Drica: Sho==( :
arts.

Encyelopaedic dictlonaries are steadily falling
behind the courtee One recent declslcn es-
tablishes that when & man Is iung by a mob
it 1s an "accldent.” A child whose parcots
ara living has also been declared by an emli-
nent judge to be an “orphan,” and when life
Inmrance wag taken by 4 man while unmar-
ried, It was judicially declared to have been
“effected by a husband.” In addition to
these, an tamarried woman has been de-
tlared by our highest court to be a “single
man."*

Some years ago a court, speaking about a
deceased canvas=ser for Insurance, sald there
was proof “that in an Interview with the
president, the deceased remarked that he
could procure a great number of applications
in Newark, N. J., to which the president in
substance replled that he must bé cautious,
as the company did not wish to Insure insue
persons, or persons of habits of Intoxleatlon.”

Kirk’s

EO

(In Powder Form.)

The Great
Universal
Washing and
Scrubbing
Compound
has no equal,

AT ALL GROCER S.

Waltham
Walilches

Made by theAmerican
Waltham Watch
Company are the
best and most reliable
timekeepers made

in this or any other
country.

Ash to see the name {River-
side” cor ‘‘Royal’ engraved
on the plates, and alwaysbthe

word ** Waltham.”
For sale by all retall jewelera

A BLESSING TO MANKIND.

The recelpe ABSOLUTELY FRERE TO
MEN OF ALL AGES. A WONDERFUL
HREMEDY, qulckly restores and completoly
cures the efects of all sinful habite In
YOUTH and later excesses In MANHOOD,

QLD pre made YOUNG, WEAK pre made
BTRONG. The vital force quickly restored,
hope returns to every breast. Wil gladly
send FREE THIBE WONDERPUL RE-
CEIPRE. IT cured me after everything
else had failed. Don't delay, but write at
onoe,

Will send RECRIPE securely sealed in
plain envelopes. Address,

J. A, KOENER,
Box 1569,

Kalamazoo, Mich,

Munyon's Vitallzer restores logt powers to
wonk men.  Price, $1.00.

Munyon's Remedlies at all druggists, mostly
26 cents o vial,

Personal letters to Prof. Munyon, 1608
Arch  street,  Philadelphia, Pa., answered

with free medical advice for any disease.
_P_

Ton

IALTY iz
A SPECIALT Y orssine
permonen
sbdnn.pﬂun car _be troated ll'.rﬁ?‘ml f(ﬂ
tha same price pnder aamo gumn ty.
you profer to come hers wo Wil contrach
to pay rallroad fare and hotal b 11a, and no
eharge, If we fall to cure. If you have taken mers
cury, lodide tash, and still have aches and
alns, Mucous Patches in mouth, Sore Throa
Imples, Copper Colored Spots, Ulee
partof tha body, Halr or E&chrn'n [
git, It s this Byphilitie BLOOD POISON th
arantoe to cure, We soligit the most obstl=
o cnses «nd chnllenge the world for &
cnso wo oannot cure, ‘L'his disense hna alwa
bafHed the akill of the most o minent physis
cinns, -ann.oir.-muruin blhlnrﬂ dn: u:‘m‘ilﬂ-
tonal guaranty. oluto proofssent senio
== *irmtlon. .(dunu COOK REMENY 0&

207 Maxonie Temple, CHICAGO, ILL,

WEAK MEN

CURED AS IF BY MAGIC.

Victims of Lost Manhood should send at
“ o once for &

that explaios how

full manly vi

is canily, quluﬁ

and permanentl

restorad. No m:i-

auffering fro
weakness can af-
ford to lgnore th
timely advice.
Book tells how
Lfull strength, dé-
nt and tone are im to ever
portlon of the body. BSent wi lmtild g
proofs (sealed) fres Lo any man on app!

ERIE MEDICALCO., BUFFALO,N.Y.

OPIUM c» MORPHINE HAB
DR. 8. B. COLLINS'

PAINLEGOLY & PERMANENTLY
PAINLESS OPIUM ANTIDOTE
ORIQINAL AND ONLY GENUINE REMEDY.

Discovered in 1"863. ‘““THERIAKI" Book Free.
Office 312, 78 Monros Streel, cl“c“% “.l,

P. O, DRAWER 600,
+ —

volo

Wo eend_the marveions French
Hemedy CALTHOS Cree, and
Tegnl E&arn'utaulhul Uavruos wilt

TRE 8 o 5 ':T'. r;meln
aad WEQTOIE Lont Viewr
Use it and pay if salisfied,

Address, VON MOHL CO.,
Bole Ameriean Agests, Unclanstl, Gbly
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cuHEnfulnll "+ P TN T
o Wain teboard EREE TEBY Coi
OONBULTATION at out oftes. B HIBCOK G0,

863 Brosdway, New York, Bead for BOOK F R
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Safeand SURE, Alwars
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fa for Woman's Safepuard, W1
€0, 228 SOUTH EIGHTH 5% . PHILADA.,

Patronize

nize
Home Industries

By purchasing goods mude at the fols
lowilng Nebraska fnctories. If yon
cunnot find what you want communi-
cate with tae maunufucturers as to
whnt dealers handle thelr goods,
BAGS, BLRLAI® AND TWINE,
BEMIS OMAHA BAG CO,
Munufaciurors of ull kinds of colton snd bure
lap bags, cotton flour sacks sand twine a speoc-
falty, €14-616-618 B. 11th 81,

i I.'lltﬁ“'lﬂll.ﬂﬂl.
OMAHA BREWING ASS'N,

Car load shipments made in our own refrig.
erator cars. Hlue HRibbon, Elile Export, Vienna
E‘w&r‘t’, and Family Expory, delive to all parts

FLOUR.

8, F. GILMAN.
Manufscturer of Gold Meda: Flour,
Omahs,

WORKS.

III._!;;
DAVIS & COWGII L IRON WORKS
« Irom and HBrass Founders.
Manufacturers and  Jobbers of Machinery.
Cenernl repalring & speclally. 1501 M3 and UL
datkison stress, Dwmaks, Wen,
INDUSTRIAL IRON WORKS
Manufacturing and Repalring of all kinds of
muhiuurr.\:. englnoﬁ. rﬂumpl,drlwuou. rintin
Ly ]
}n&u;{ndw.a:sm“?: E)rg_n_h;. and coupliings 1048 a
PAXTON& VIERLING IRON W'RKS
Manufucturers of Architectursl lron Work,
Generul Foundry, Muchine and Blacksmith Work,

l‘.uﬂlnuntl “ ontravtors  for Wire ""IMJ
Bulldings, Office and works: U. P, Ry. an
Bo, ITth street, Omaha.

:__u‘iuﬁi::ﬁ_ﬁ?ﬁ FIRE :l@ivmq.
AMERICAN DISTRICT TELE.
GRAPH.

ry. Examin,

The only peifect protection to
ucen Insurknc

it. Best thing on earth,
rutes. 13 Douglas 8L,

T
J.H, EVANS-NEBRASKA SHIRT
COMPANY,

Esclusive custom sbiln wlloes AU Fusas

—




